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Author's Notes: 
This is one fic I've had lying around for ages and never posted. | found it a couple of weeks ago touched it up, 


one of the earliest Maiden fics I've written. Hopefully itll still make do! Set during the Brave New World era :) 


Bruce stuck his bottom lip out in the childish pout of a grumpy five year old, arms folded across his broad 
chest in a matching manner. Steve had been curiously engulfed in the same dull music magazine article about 
the "best in test" amps for bassists for the last fifteen minutes, and while that may not sound particularly 


long to just anybody, Bruce's common impatience was making the wait intolerable. 


Steve hadn't even heard the last sentence he'd spoken when attempting to make contact, so fixed on the 
written word as his dark eyes flew back and forth across the ten page special. In his head, Bruce stubbornly 
cursed whoever had decided to write the article and shuffled about in the small kitchen area of the bus. 
Fiddling with an empty beer can here, lifting the edge of the plastic carpet with his toe there. Washing a couple 
of utensils, drinking a cup of water. Waiting for a miracle to happen and come interrupt the older man's overly 


excited reading, he suddenly popped an idea. 


Glancing over his shoulder from where he stood with a wicked grin spreading across his face, the singer 
studied the smooth curve of one of the bassists tan shoulders where it was clearly visible as Steve sat on 
his foldable chair. It peered invitingly out from beneath a slightly loose fitting black tank top, exposed and 
almost glowing bronze in the dim light. 


Begging to be ravaged, Bruce thought and licked his lips hungrily. 


Sneaking closer to where the bassist was poised, on his tip toes this time, Bruce made dead sure that Steve's 
concentration remained unbroken, so that he wouldn't notice the lurking danger approaching. The singer took a 
brief moment to admire Steve where he stood, a couple of feet away. The long, chestnut brown curls tumbling 
down a lean but strong back. The smooth fabric clinging to golden tan skin and firm muscles. Taking a deep 
breath, the younger man excitedly crouched just a bit to get that warm skin he so desired closer to his face, 
holding said breath momentarily before he dug in and playfully nipped at his target. 


Steve yelped in surprise when sharp pearly whites sank into his tender flesh, startled by the sudden sting and 
whirling around in the wink of an eye. His chocolate orbs were wide as saucers, staring in confusion up at the 
other man, and Bruce couldn't help but double over and bellow with laughter, unable to suppress it. Clutching 
his belly with both hands, he roared heartily and missed the rather indignant flush that was now flooding 


Steve's cheeks, colouring them a deep crimson red. The older man's eyes dropped to the floor momentarily. 
‘Tha’ wasn’ funny, ye bleedin’ sod! he exclaimed in what most resembled embarrassment. 


‘Was as fuck! Bruce simply continued to laugh happily, glad to finally have Steve's undivided attention, his 
cheeks aching from the wide stretch of the corners of his lips. 


However, the chipper laughter was put to an abrupt end when the older man reached for his treasured 
magazine with a determined smirk and proceeded to roll it up only to swat Bruce firmly across the top of his 


head with the paperback, like an obnoxious fly or a disobedient puppy. 


‘Ow! That wasn't bloody nice, you git! whined Bruce as he lost his balance in the process and landed flat on his 
ass, rubbing his skull to soothe the impact point, but before he had time to further recollect himself, he felt 
the weight of Steve launch at him. As the chair toppled over, it sent them both crashing to the floor, just as 
Steve had aimed with his attack. 


Bruce's back hit the floor with an uncomfortable thump, causing him to let out a loud puff when the air was 
forced from his lungs. The singer wasn't normally one to throw a tantrum unwarranted, and he wasn't exactly 
upset now either per se, but he wasn't connecting the dots. A deep scowl dug into his forehead as he stared 
up at his perpetrator, daring him for an explanation. Until the bassist's long callused fingers slipped beneath the 
hem of his black tee, that was. 


Bruce felt his stomach muscles tense and twitch beneath the gentle albeit intrusive touches, confusion written 
plain on his face now and he imagined he must be very much resembling a question mark at this point. As 


those fingers crept further up, a warmth settled at the pit of the smaller man’s belly, causing him to wriggle. 


‘Either you hit your head and lost your mind, or | hit my head too bloody hard and dozed off, ‘cause there's 
no way you're actually doing this, the singer muttered as he felt tingles running down his spine, attempting to 


read Steve's face but getting nothing out of the effort. 


‘Kinky bastard, Steve scoffed back but his eyes were playful rather than accusing when he rolled them, 


‘always assumin we're goin’ to do bloody dirty deeds. Now, ‘ow about this, you bleedin’ wanker! 


Bruce only had time purse his lips before he felt Steve's index fingers run down his sides, making him shriek 
and instinctively attempt to inch away but Steve simply weighed him down with his own body. With his thighs 
straddled, Bruce's legs were deemed mostly useless despite the fact that he was kicking them uncontrollably 
when Steve repeated the motion, this time running his fingers up towards the singer's armpits. The bassist's 
intent was all at once very clear, and there was no time to protest when those talented, faster than hell 
fingers began playing scales up and down the sensitive skin of his ribs and down to his hips. Pads of bass 
roughened thumbs brushed stiffening nipples - the touch could have been intentional or not - on their way to 


the most ticklish spot on Bruce's body. 


‘No! H-have mercy! You're killing me Harry! Bruce whimpered and giggled alternately, wrenching his body from 
side to side like a worm, arms flailing and trying in vain to pin Steve's hands down, but being incapacitated of 


making a bolt for freedom. 


Those fingertips pinched the juts of protruding hip bones and played across Bruce's belly on their way down 
earning a small whimper, before going back to their sweet torturous dance. Steve was snickering wildly, the 
sweat forming a sheen on his forehead and cheeks, and when Bruce's eyes weren't shut or blurred by tears 
from exhaustion he noticed the dark fire burning in the chocolate brown orbs. His entire body felt flushed and 
tingly, and he squealed when one finger poked his belly button. It took long swipes around the navel, as the free 
hand was currently busy assaulting Bruce's left armpit mercilessly. Each swipe became a swirl before Steve 
began to jab the finger in and out of the small button almost as if finger fucking it. Bruce arched his back, 
suddenly much less set on fighting, but rather trying to encourage the older man to keep going. Perhaps even 
take it further. 


‘F-fuck.!' Bruce choked out in between laughter sobs, and to what was both his greatest relief and his biggest 
disappointment, the tickling stopped altogether. 


When Bruce opened his eyes, he caught Steve sitting back on his heels with his hands on his hips admiring his 
own handiwork, the mischievous gleam in his eyes still present. Catching his breath, the singer remained flat on 
the floor, chest heaving for air and face burning bright red. Bruce's mouth was hanging open and his bangs 
were damp with sweat, making them cling to his forehead just like his cropped auburn strands stuck to the 
back of his neck. The black tee he wore was pulled up far enough to reveal the now nearly purple nipples 
partially hidden beneath a forest of dark chest hair; hair that led down his well sculpted stomach and 
disappeared beneath the line of a pair of worn gray sweats. Hooded copper brown eyes gazed up at the bassist 
from beneath heavy lids, coyly tempting him to go on 


And oh, if the smaller man couldn't see the lust burning in his friend's eyes as the man weighed his options. 
Pupils growing with every second that passed until Steve's irises were engulfed and as black as sin The taller 
man's composure as a whole begged Bruce to let go of any self control he had, and the top had slipped down 
enough to expose a great deal of the older's chest. His mop of chestnut locks was messy and a bit tangled, and 
saliva made the thin but pinkish lips glisten deliciously. 


‘No' so cocky now, eh? mused Steve confidently beneath his own heavy breathing, and Bruce did his best 
ignoring the tidal, hot surge passing through his groin at the sound. 


‘Piss off; he scoffed and flipped the taller man the bird, but the shit eating grin that revealed his dimples 
spoke a thousand truths, ‘unless you have somethin’ else in mind, he added suggestively with an additional 


eyebrow wiggle. 


‘Perhaps | do,' retorted the usually shy bassist as he crouched down again, placing one big hand on either side 
of Bruce's head and allowing their bodies to mold into one another, the impish grin on Bruce's face returning 


when the singer used his hands to run up the backs of Steve's thighs to make his intentions clear. 


The sexual tension hung thick and heavy in the hot air, but the moment was dispatched into awkwardness 
when suddenly the door slammed open with a loud bang, making both men jump and in the haste tangling their 
limbs into such a mess that they couldn't have split up in time had their lives depended on it, their heads 
snapping to the side to reveal an amused Nicko standing in the door way. He held a half empty beer bottle in 
one hand, the other shoved down his pocket, a knowing sneer on his face. 


‘| told the boys ‘twas jus' a matter o' time before you two woul be shaggin' like fuckin’ rabbits in the ‘eat 
again, eh,' he slurred drunkenly - and with his accent it was near impossible to make out a single word if you 
weren't used to it. 


Steve quickly scrambled off of the other man and settled with his back against the wall, running one hand 
through his unruly mane. Bruce however made no real effort to move, and instead opted to pull his shirt down 


enough to cover up his swollen nipples, looking more guilty of charge than the situation called for. 
‘You're seein things, mate, he simply shrugged with a sheepish glance. 


‘Did | fuck as like, | know wha' | saw, ye two gettin’ ready to bugger right ‘ere on the floor! Gor' tell the blokes 
all ‘bout ‘tis! Nicko exclaimed as he threw his arms out and spilled a cascade of beer onto the small metal 
staircase, for some reason sounding like he'd won the lottery. ‘| was gon' ask ye + come join us fer the drinkin’ 


contest but | see yer already gettin’ busy so I'll just drop by when ye cleaned up yer spunk: 


He left in a hurry, half stumbling through the door with another loud bang as he shut it behind himself. Steve 
and Bruce simply remained on the floor for a long moment, looking partially awkwardly and partially daringly at 
one another. Silently pleading with the other to make the first move and kill the strange sombre atmosphere of 


the room. 


Well, Bruce finally cleared his throat as he began to crawl languidly on his hands and knees towards Steve, 
parting the older man’s slim jean clad legs to fit between them, nestling close to the older's heated body, ‘since 
he thinks we're gonna shag anyway.. waste not want not? | know you've been dyin’ to pick up where we left 


off.. 


Steve rolled his eyes as colour once again flooded his face, making it burn delightfully when Bruce placed a 
gentle hand on his cheek. Purring in satisfaction like a pleased kitten, Bruce smirked as the bassist's strong 
hands slid downwards, cupping one plump ass cheek in each hand. It caused the singer to push his ass back 
against the firm grip while they gave a possessive squeeze. Larking his arms around Steve's neck, he allowed 


his fingers to toy teasingly with the soft chestnut curls. 
‘Perver'; the bassist murmured, a fondness to the spoken word. 


Bruce felt the warm gush of Steve's moist breath whisper across his lips, their mouths less than an inch 
apart at this point, and he allowed the scent that was so unmistakably Steve to fill his lungs when he inhaled. 


‘Indeed, Bruce retorted with a small, lustful snarl before he closed the gap between them and molded their lips 
together in a hungry kiss. 


